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surely to the ground. At length Mary was beginning to be fright-
ened ; and the other little child sang a few loud tones, and the
trees again sank down, and set them on the ground as gradually
as they had lifted them before to the clouds.

They next went through the brazen door of the palace. Here
many fair women, elderly and young, were sitting in the round
hall, partaking of the fairest fruits, and listening to glorious in-
visible music. In the vaulting of the ceiling, palms, flowers and
groves stood painted, among which little figures of children were
sporting and winding in every graceful posture; and with the tones
of the music, the images altered and glowed with the most burn-
ing colours; now the blue and green were sparkling like radiant
light, now these tints faded back in paleness, the purple flamed
up, and the gold took fire ; and then the naked children seemed
to be alive among the flower-garlands, and to draw breath, and
emit it through their ruby-coloured lips; so that by fits you could
see the glance of their little white teeth, and the lighting up of
their azure eyes.

From the hall, a stair of brass led down to a subterranean
chamber. Here lay much gold and silver, and precious stones of
every hue shone out between them. Strange vessels stood along
the walls, and all seemed filled with costly things. The gold was
worked into many forms, and glittered with the friendliest red.
Many little dwarfs were busied sorting the pieces from the heap^
and putting them in the vessels; others, hunchbacked and bandy-
legged, with long red noses, were tottering slowly along, half-
bent to the ground, under full sacks, which they bore as millers
do their grain; and, with much panting, shaking out the gold-
dust on the ground. Then they darted awkwardly to the right
and left, and caught the rolling balls that were like to run away;
and it happened now and then that one in his eagerness overset
the other, so that both fell heavily and clumsily to the ground*
They made angry faces, and looked askance, as Mary laughed at
their gestures and their ugliness. Behind them sat an old crum-
pled little man, whom Zerina reverently greeted; he thanked her
with a grave inclination of his head. He held a sceptre in his
hand, and wore a crown upon his brow, and all the other dwarfs
appeared to regard him as their master, and obey his nod.

"What more wanted?" asked he, with a surly voice, as the
children came a little nearer. Mary was afraid, and did not speak;
but her companion answered, they were only come to look about
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